everyday work. "You know, X has done a magnificent thing/*
says one who is in the know to another. And the latter feels a
need to share his enthusiasm with a third. And so on until the
story reaches the ears of an informer. There is nothing so dangerous
as this generosity of feeling.

So, because I've been to London I am in danger of becoming
the object of a cult. I could tell this from the wray the architect
treated me. He is a man of substantial character and judgment.
Yet he looked at me as though there were something a little
miraculous about me. The fact that I came back did not greatly
astonish him, but the fact that I had spent a few weeks in London,
that I had breathed the air of London, that I had rubbed elbows
with the people of London bowled him over. He considered that
holiday, those days of comfort and security as an act of the rarest
merit. Such an apparently absurd attitude is rather simple to
explain. When everything seemed lost, England was the only
source of hope and warmth. For millions of Europeans in the
night it was the fire of faith, and all those who have come near
this fire and still come near it take on a reflection of its wonder.
Among the Mohammedans the pilgrim who has been to Mecca
bears the title of Hadji and wears a green turban. I am a Hadji.
I have a right to the green turban of enslaved Europe. This strikes
me as rather absurd, because I haven't the slightest religious sense,
but also because I happen to have come back from London, And
there the point of view is exactly the opposite.

There admiration goes to those who are living in France. The
hunger, cold, privations and the persecutions which we have had
to get used to have deeply affected the imagination and the sen-
sibility of the people across the Channel. As for those in the resis-
tance movement, they arouse an almost mystical emotion. One
feels the legend already taking shape. If I were to tell our people
this they would shrug their shoulders. Never would a woman
who grumbles for hours in queues, who weeps with impotence
to see her children wasting away, curses the government and the
enemy for taking her husband from her and sending him to
Germany, who grovels to the milkman and the butcher to get
a drop of milk or an ounce of meat, never would such a woman
believe that she is anything out of the ordinary. And never would
the lad who goes about every week with an old suitcase full* of
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